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In writing of Carmen Sylva, Queen of Rumania, 

one does not know whether to call her poct-queen or 
queen-poet. Doubtless her royal position has had 
someliiing to do with her fame as poet, and certainly 
her poetry has directed the world's eye to that far-off 
throne in southern Europe. She would not, then, be 
what she is, we are forced to conclude^ were she not 
both poet and queen. Queens have always been in- « 
teresting in literature, even if posing only as an inspira- 
tion. They have almost invariably been "fair women.** 
Pictures and poems arise as we name them — Esther of 
Persia, Dido of Carthage, Cleopatra of Egypt, Mary of 
Scotland. The last is said even to have written poems 
herself; she certainly wrote a celebrated Latin hymn, 
but the poems — presumably not addressed to her cousin 
Elizabeth, else there would be no lack of fervor in them 
—do not find their place in literature. In general, 
royalty has inspired rather than produced literature. 
But ^\ ith the present age this has changed. Applicable 
to monaichs as to men is the statement that "now-a- 
days every one writes books," and no truer in one case 
than in the other is the wicked end of the saying, but 

s 



Digitized by Google 



6 SONG^ OF TOIL, 



only fools publish them." The Queen of England pub- 
lishes her journals ; one of her daughters writes articles 
for the magazines; the King of Sweden prints sagas in 
verse; the Crowa Prince of Austria publishes tales of 
travel and adventure ; and even the Pope of Rome pub- 
lishes to the world a collection of poems* But with all 
these the production of what may be kindly called 
literature, is pastime; to the Queen of Rumania, on 
the other hand, her literary work is life. How and 
why this is so may be learned from a brief glance at 
her career. 

Like many of the heroines of fiction, Elizabeth, I'rin- 
cess of Wied and Queen of Rumania, was bom of an 
ancient and honorable family* So far back as 1093, 
says Natalie Freiin von Stackelberg, in her life of 
Carmen Sylva,* the counts of Wied were a mighty 
race of rulers. Their possessions on the right and left 
banks of the Rhine stretched as far as Eifel and the 
Westerwald. Their most ancient residence was the 
castle of Upper-Aitwied ; afterward for generations the 
family lived in the castle of Lower* Altwied; and finally 
in the early part of the eighteenth century the castle of 
Neumed was built, and In this the Princess Elizabeth 
was bom. The town of Neuwied is situated in one of 
the most beautiful sections of the Rhine country. It is 
a short distance below Coblenz and on the same bank 

?iti» Sanwn e^loa'S Se&em Son Xatoiie Sttiin 9011 
etatfclDerg* 
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as Ehrenbreitotem. The castle commands a most 
picturesque view of the cities and villages and monntain 
spurs that follow the winding course of the river. 

With the fortunes of the family of Wicd are not 
specially concerned. The counts played tin ii j)arts in 
the conflicts of the Middle Ages, in the Thirty Years' 
War, and in the Seven Years* War. In 1784 the 
countshlp o£ Wied was raised by Joseph II. to the 
dignity of a principality, but at the Congress of Vienna 
the semi-independence which the house had enjoyed, 
was taken away and the greater part of its possessions 
was pkiCL'cl LiiKicr r'russkui dominion. 

It is o£ interest, however, to note that Elizabeth's 
family has been, to a considerable extent, a family of 
students, scholars, and even writers. The first distin- 
guished scholar of the family was Maximilian, brother 
of Prince August and great-uncle of Elizabeth. His 
life was devoted to the study of natural history. During 
the first half of this century he travelled extensively in 
South and North America. His books descriptive of 
his journeys have been of value in their relation to the 
science of natural history, and his collection of speci- 
mens of mammalia, birds, fishes, reptiles, etc., has been 
purchased since his death by the American Museum of 
Natural Histoiy in Central Park, New York, where it 
is still exhibited under the name of '^The Prince Max- 
imilian of Wied Collection.'' Maximilian's sister, 
Louise, had special talents in music, painting and poetry. 
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Her Songs o£ the Solitary/' though perhaps over- 
pious, have a poetic quality. Prince Hermann, the 
father ol Elizabeth, was a philosopher. The titles o£ 
his books and pamphlets are profound. For many 
years an invalid, he devoted himself assiduously to study 
and speculation, finding his sole recreation in the his- 
torical works c£ Mommsen, Ilausser and Ranke, and in 
the occasional use of the brush, for which he had a 
natural talent. ^Elizabeth's mother, Maria, brought 
from the house of Nassau the qualities of heart that, in 
her child, were to find their complement in the qualities 
of mind bequeathed by the lather. Of such stock 
and of such a union was Elizabeth, Princess of Wted, 
bom. 

The year of her birth was 1843, month December, 
aitd the day 29. Her childhood was just what would 
be expected from her inheritances, and the method, 
manner and circumstances of life at Ncuwied and 
Bionrepot, the family's summer-house. Her bringing- 
up was superintended by her mother, acting under the 
advice of the Prince, her husband, and assisted by the 
same governess who had had charge of her own educa- 
tion. This governess had a rare iuad of (airy talcs and 
legends stored awav in her memory, which were doubt- 
less the first stimulant applied to the young Elizabeth s 
imaginative powers. She was an original child. And 
yet in many respects she was like all children. She had 
a passion for dolls, which she called her children. 
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When slie first met strangers her invariable question 
was, "Have you also children?** We le^irn in the poem 
entitled »git(^€r/' page — , which is tenderly and pathet- 
ically autobiographict that this question of the child is 
still the question of the Queen. Stories of the little 
princesses generosity are told by Natalie von StackeU 
berg, to whom I must acknowledge my indebtedness for 
all anccdoiLis not otherwise credited. When the nierest 
child she was filled with compassion for the poor. One 
day her mother gave her a quantity of new woolen cloth, 
greatly to Elizabeth's delight, *'for now," she said, 
**I can give all my dresses to the poor." "But,** said 
the mother^ ^ would it not be better to give the doth 
to the poor, to whom your white dresses would be of 
little use ? " The princess, who was by no means a 
goody gnociy child, and had a will of her own, com- 
prelieiided, nevertheless, her mother's question, and 
with her little brother at once set forth to carry the 
cloth to a poor woman. 

Many of the stories of Elizabeth's youthful years 
have become household tales, and scarcely need to be 
told again. All who know anything of her childhood 
will remember how she played truant, not by staying 
away from school, but by going to school one day. She 
had always, during the beautiful summer-days at 
Monrepos, had a great desire to attend school with the 
village children. Permission had been denied her until 
one morning she rushed in upon her mother, who was 
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absorbed in household duties, and begged to be allowed 
to go to school with the farm children. Without com- 
prehending the question the mother noflded her con- 
sent, and away ran the little princess. She arrived at 
the school while the singing lesson was in progress and 
at once took her place beside the other children, greatly 
to the satisfaction of the school-masteri who was 
flattered by her presence. He had no mark of reproof 
for her when she raised her voice to such a pitch as to 
drown the voices of all the other children. Not so, 
however, with the child who stood next to her, and who 
thought it unbecoming to sing so loud. This youngster 
clapped her hand over the princesses mouth by way of 
rebuke, and to show that the other children, if they did 
not have equal voices, had at least equal rights* In the 
meantime the absence of the princess had been noticed 
at the palace, and after a vain search the servants were 
put on the right track and found and carried the child 
home in disgrace. This story ought to end here; for 
we are sorry to learn that the democratic enthusiasm of 
the child was punished by imprisonment for the re- 
mainder of the day. 

EHzabeth's interest in poetry was excited at an ex> 
tremely early age. There b no doubt but that she felt 
the influence of the poets with whom, in company with 
her parents, she frequently came in contact. Dui ir,g a 
brief residence in Bonn they were visited almost dnily 
by EiQ^t Morit^ Arndt^ the poet^ who, with the eight* 
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year*oId princess on his knee» would recite his patriotic 
poems till the child's cheek flushed and her heart beat 

with excitement. Among their other frequent vibiLuis 
were Lessing, Bunsen, Neukonim and others distin- 
guished in literature. But not only was she privileged 
to hesir poetry; she was compelled to learn it. Every 
Sunday morning she and her little brothers were ob- 
liged to recite poems to their father and mother. By 
the time the princess was nine years old, she coald 
commit a poem of almost any length to memory, pro- 
vided only it weic not in tlie Alexandrine meter, which 
was to her an abomination. At this time also she 
began to write occa^>ional verses herself. When 
scarcely fourteen she had plotted dramas and dreadful 
tragedies. The more horrible these latter were, the better 
she liked them. Though she read early and late only 
the most beautiful poems» her fantasy produced only 
the most terrible ideas. This constant contrast In ab- 
sorption and production had its effect upon her moods, 
which were alternately gay and melancholy. "I cannot 
help myself," she was wont to confess mentally; "I 
cannot be gentle; I must rage. I would thank these 
mortals from the bottom of my heart, if they only had 
patience with me. It would not be so bad if I could 
but open the safety-valve and let the poetry come.** 
When, later in life, there was cause for the deepest woe 
and melancholy, this safety-valve opened of itself. 
At iifteen years of age Elizabeth settled down to 
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study in earnest. Her governess was replaced by a 
tutor, who was an excellent English scholar. All the 
lessons were conducted in English* She studied Eng- 
lish history, arithmetic and geometry, and translated 
into English, Italian and Latin, reading in the latter 
Horace, Ovid and a part of Cicero. She had lessons 
in natural philoso]>hy from the father of an intimate 
friend. A Parisicnne instructed her in French, and read 
with her in the evening the chronicles and memoirs of 
Froissart, Joinville, St. Simon and others, and the 
dramas of Moli^re, Racine and CorneiUe. To her 
mother she read aloud the German classics and Schil- 
ler's ''Thirty- Years* War." Lessing*8 Jflat^CM 
SBeife'' she read to her again and again. In one sum^ 
mer she read Becker's History of the World from first 
page to last, and did the same with Gibbon's history. 
She read daily three newspapers, and devoted herself to 
politics. She studied with interest and enthusiasm, but 
as she said herself, she would throw history or gram- 
mar, for which she had a passion, into the comer if she 
could put her hand upon a tale or legend. She came 
upon Elizabeth WetherelPs •'The Wide, Wide World/' 
and read it time after time with devouring interest. 
Like many another school-girl, she buried the book 
under her Ovid translations, and stole from Duty in 
order that she might give to Pleasure. No one will be- 
grudge her the miid excitement when he learns that 
until her nineteenth year she was never allowed to look 
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into a novel of any kind. Even then she was only per- 
mitted to read ^'Ivanboe" and Freytag's ,^<3ott unb 
i^aben^ in the evening after her cup ol tea. This was 
a rather serious life for a girl of Elizabeth^s tempera- 

ment, but fortunately she was able to find poetic diver- 
sion even in the midst ot such tasks. She found it in 
the life at Monrepos. This beautiful summer home 
is high upon one of the hills composing the range of 
the Westerwald Mountains. It commands a more 
extensive view than the castte at Neuwied, and at the 
same time it includes within its horizon all the points 
dI beauty that can be seen from the castle in the town, 
apon which it looks down. The glory of Monrepos 
iies in the forest that stretches away from it in mile 
after mile of grateful shade. "Here the princess Eliza- 
beth was in her element," says her biographer j "here 
were forest and freedom.*' She roamed careless and 
gay, with Nature for her only companion. She listened 
to the voices of Nature, to the singing of the burds, to 
the rustling of the leaves, to the rippling of the Wied- 
bach, and to the moaning of the tree-tops ; and she 
whispered the secrets of her heart to her voiceful and 
sympathetic companion. She whispered in song, the first 
songs of a young poet-life. She roamed and sang, and 
the people called her the Forest-Kose Princess. From 
her sixteenth year she began to copy her poems regularly 
in a book, whose existence she confessed to no one. 
Sh9 wrote simply and naturally, with never a mle to 
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follow but the notes of a bird or the beatings of her 
heart. Until she was thirty years old she knew al> 
soltttely nothing of the art of poetical composition. 
She was not happy away from her forest home. 

When seventeen, she made a visit to Berlin, and she 
filled her journal with home-sick verses and songs of 
melancholy. She longed for the breath of the forest 
and the sight of the Rhine. But this visit is remem- 
bered less for these youthful verses than for an acd> 
dent or incident that befell the Princess. It was 
nothing serious, nothing more than falling down the 
stairs of the palace into the arms of the prince who 
was one day to become her husband. The story seems 
to be founded only on a kind of gossipy tradition, bu 
there is a flavor of romance about it that has led the 
superstitious, viewing the incident from this side of the 
marriagep to believe that the union was fated to occur 
from the day Elizabeth fell into the arms of Prince 
Charles of HohenzoUem on the palace stair. 

In February of 1862, when the princess was eighteen 
years old, her youiiger brother, Prince Otto, died, after 
a long period of invalidism. The parents were grateful 
that their son's suffering was at an end, but the death 
was a great sorrow to Elizabeth. The palace seemed 
hollow and deserted, and even when she sought the 
mountam heights she could not get above the heaviness 
of her heart For a few months she held a little school 
among some poor children, and found diversion in her 
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zeal as teacher. To them she devoted three hours a 
day; she read to her invalid father another three hours; 
and fur four or five hours she devoted herself to the 
piano. But when the winter came on. Prince Her- 
mann's state o£ health required a change o£ climate* 
They went to Baden-Baden, and for a time Elizabeth 
enjoyed the gayeties of life; but while there she re- 
ceived the news of the death of her dearest friend, 
Marie von Bibra. This death set tlic sorrowing muse 
to work again, and many a mourning song was the re- 
sult. In the autumn of 1863, however, the sorrow was 
again dispelled by the pleasures of travel. She was in- 
vited to accompany tiie Grand Duchess Helene of 
Russia, a relative of her mother^ in a visit to Switzer- 
land. So happy was fheir life together at Ouchy, on 
Lake Geneva, that the Grand Duchess invited the 
young Princess to return to St. Petersburg with her. 
There she studied the Russian language, read, and 
took music lessons, first of Rubinstein, and later of 
Clara Schumann. While on this visit, her father died 
after years of suffering. But Elizabeth, who was just 
recovering from a severe illness contracted in St. Peters- 
burg, did not return at once to Neuwied. In June of 
1S64, however, she was with her mother again in Mon- 
repos, which now became their hume for both winter 
and summer. 

From 1S64 until 186S, Elizabeth's life was uneventful 
except for several journeys in her own country, trips to 
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Pans and Sweden, and an extended visit in Itafy. .It 
was while ia Naples that the Princess came to the ccn^ 
dusioR^ as the natural result of her studies and sym- 
pathies, that she was by nature fitted and by heart 

inclined to become a teacher. She was then twenty- 
four years old. She wrote to her mother that she was 
determined, if she did not marry, to prepare for the 
teacher's examination. ^ She was willing, however, 
patiently to bide her time. But she did not tarry that 
suitors might make their bows before her. She would 
have none of them. One day some friends who.wew 
discussing matrimonial projects with her, said they 
would like to see her on a throne. ** The only throne 
that would allure mc,** she jokingly replied, "would be 
the Rumanian ; for there would still be a chance there 
to accomplish something.'' In the light of subsequent 
facts this joke about a throne that did not then eadst 
must be considered little less than marvellous» and it is 
not only the superstitious who wag their heads when 
they come to this point of the story of Carmen Sylva*8 
life, and mutter their proverbs about true words and 
jests. 

Rumania was only a principality subject to the Sub- 
lime Porte, when in 1866 i'rince Charles of Hohen- 
zollern was placed at the head of the state, with the 
title of Prince Charles I. of Rumania. He had distin« 
guished himself in the Austro-Prusslan war, that grew 
out of the Schleswig-Holstein conflict; and even befoie 
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that Genml. von Moltke had said* '* The young 
Prinoe of HphenzoUera is destined to play a rdle in 
life and to let himself be heard from*** He had not 
been long in Rumania when he made up his mind that 

the country ncecl-jd a })rince5S much as it had iiui-tlcd 
a prince, and as (juickiy he made up his mind that ne 
would offer his heart to Elizabeth of Wied, whom he 
remembered to have met in Berlhi, and with whom his 
sister had kept up an active correspondence. The 
Prince confessed the desire of his heart to Elizabeth's 
mother^ who undertook to assist him in his suit, or 
rather, In true German fashion, to conduct it for him. 
A rendezvous that should appear accidental was ar- 
ranged at Cologne, and there, in October of 1S69, Prince 
Charles and Trincess Elizabeth met, fell in love, and 
became engaged all in the space of an afternoon. The 
engagement was a short one of necessity^ and on the 
15th of November the marriage was celebrated in Ncu* 
ined with such pomp and circumstance as the quiet 
Rhenfsh town had never seen before. But it was all as 
notliing cuniparcd with the splendor of tlie reception in 
Rumania, and of the marriage ceremony according to 
the rites of the Greek Church. 

After her marriage, Elizabeth devoted herself at 
once to the study of the institutions of the country and 
of the language of the people, which, being a Latin and 
not a Slavic language, was easily acquired by her in 
oMuieqiience of her knowledge both of Latin and 
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Italian, In September of 1870, the Princess became the 
mother of a daughter. For four years only did this 

child live, but those four years were the happiest Eliza- 
beth had known since her own chiidri-i od. The full, 
warm love of her nature she bestowed upon iier little 
Marie. The child was one of hundreds of children to 
succumb to what seemed a plague of diphtheria, typhoid 
and scarlet fevers, which raged in Bucharest during the 
winter of 1873 and 1874. Until April Marie withstood 
the diseases, but then scarlet fever, followed by diphthe^ 
ria attacked her, and the slender body of the child had to 
yield. The deathbed scene was woefully pathetic. The 
mother watched hopeless and helpless above Marie till 
the last. The little one in her delirium started from her 
trundle-bed and would not lie down. *'0h, no, no I 
she said in terror, *'if I lie down I shall fall asleep and 
never wake up any more.*' Anda^';ain she exdaimed: 
** I want to go to Sinaia, and drink of the water of Pe- 
Icsch." But wlieu a glass was reached out to her, she 
shook her head and said, in Enp:nsh, "All is finished," 
and shortly after passed away in her English nurse's 
arms. The mother stood there immovable, without a 
tear and without a complaint; she said, simply and 
reverently, '^The good Lord loved my child more than 
I, and has taken her to him* I thank God he gave her 
to me.'* 

This loss was to Elizabeth like the end of life. She 
had, as we have seen, met death before. First her 
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brother, then her father, and one friend and relative 
after another been t;ikcn Iroin her. ller sorrow in 
each case was kLen; but now it was dull and heavy, and 
harder and enduring. It permeated her life ; and yet 
she did not wholly give up to it. It broadened her sym- 
patluea and increased her benevolences* andt indeed^ 
widened the scope of her life, and made her the little 
mother*' of her people. To them she had devoted ber> 
self from the first. She had found that the jesting 
words of her maidenhood were true indeed : here, in 
Rumania, there was still a chance to accomplish some- 
thing. Iler first work had been for the school-childrcn. 
A poor union was established to provide proper books 
for the education of the children* The Princess foand 
that there were absolutely no school*books or popular 
works in the Rumanian language, and she set about 
translating at once the best French books for children. 
Her object was less to interest the young than to de- 
velop a stronj^ national character, which she well knew 
could not .exist without the basis of language. In other 
ways, too, she sought to strengthen Rumanian nation- 
ality. She encouraged the use of the national costumep 
and made the wearing of it obligatory at the public 
charity balls in Bucharest She established a school 
of embroidery, which is one of the national industries, 
and a union called "Concordia," whose purpose is 
to further the development of all national industries. 
She founded also au asylum for orphans and waifsy 
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in which between four and five hundred girls from 
five to twenty years of age are housed and educated 
in the practical affairs o( life* We are told that 
the reputation of this home is so exceptional and 
wide-spread that the yoqng men of Rumania think 
themselves lucky if they can choose a wife from among 
the industrious girls in the Asyle H^l^ne." To sum 
up in the words of Miss Zimmern,* "She founded 
sciiools, hospitals, soup-kitchens, convalescent homes, 
cooking-schools, and crhhes; she encouraged popular 
lectures; she inculcated respect for sanitary laws, most 
needful in an eastern land ; she founded art galleries 
and art schools." Some of her charitable enterprises^ 
not here enumeratedt were described to me in a recent 
letter from the Queen's private secretary, Mr. Robert 
Scheffer, to whom I am indebted for many suggestions 
and kindnesses. Concluding his description, he says: 
"But as the Queen does not like her charitable works 
to be known, I shall only add that the quantity of good 
dooe by her Majesty in private is incalciiiabley and iw>( 
Qne-tenth of it is known by the public'* 

All this work, which she had begun while ''Ittyt*' as 
her little daughter was endearingly called, was still 
alive, the childless mother found a sweet solace in the 
days of her great sorrow. A still greater coiiif oi t, how- 
ever, was found in an a]->peal to that talent which had 
been hers from childhood, but which had never been 

* 71w Cealiiiy Ikpiine, Angoily 1884, 
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colthrated. No one dreamed that the Princess EJua- 
beth was a poet But one day a native poet named 

Alezandri called upon her in Bucharest, and she said 
to him J •* I would like to make a confession to you, but 
I have not the courage for it." After a long silence, 
however, and amid many blushes, she added: I, too, 
make verses.'' At Alexandri*s request she produced 
some of her songs» and the poet was warm in hia praise 
of them. He urged her to continue writing»and in- 
dited many poems to her himself which she translated 
from the Rumanian tongue into German. While at 

work upon tliesc tiaiislatioiis, she wrote : 

"The gri:\T*wst possible chnngo lias cotne nvt r Tuy jxjpt-life. I had 
no idea Uiat j:in ti/ing is an art, or that one must karn how to be a 
poet. I had supposed that to learn to make ix-crns would be like a 
man teadung a bird to sing. Verses and riiyincs ilowcd from my 
pen more easily than prose. I feared, as soon as I attempted to bind 
■qnelf to rales and methods, I should forfeit my talent as punishment 
of my empty coneiU. In the tenible pain of Ihe spring of 1 874, songs 
wem no loosera rdfef. Onlj the stradn of friiiniring toil could 
doadeniL And m 1 took to tnmniaHng." 

She applied herself diligently to this work, and said 
soon after that she had learned more by translating than 
in any other way. She showed her work to another poet 
of local fame, whose advice and assistance she received. 
In the following summer, with her mother, she psdd a 
visit to England, and spent two days irith Max MUller at 
Oxford. She had with her a little book in the form of a 
missalt which she had prepared for her mother^ and 
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which she called ** My Journey through the World : a 
collection of Rhymes and Verses, dedicated to the 
Mother Heart." The book contained the poems that she 

had composed from her sixteenth to her thirtieth year. 
Scarcely one of these was known to her mother. 
Charles Kingsley was present when she surprised her 
mother with the gift. Elizabeth showed to them the 
four lines in which she prayed God to preserve her 
child from unhappiness, want, and shi; and as she 
pronounced the last line : i»S)n tnrtgt c9 : ^abe nut 
(f ine§,^ Kingsley 's eyes filled with tears, and the mother 

wept for joy and pain. 

In January, 1875, Elizabeth wrote: ** I am not trans- 
lating at all now, because I write so much myself.** 
Her poetic activity was at its height when she was 
visiting Sinaia. This beautiful region was to Bucharest 
what Monrepos had been to Neuwied« Here again she 
found freedom and the forest. The beautiful stream of 
Pelesch dances down the rough side of the mountains 
and winds into the valley o£ Sinaia. It 13 shaded by 
primeval forests in which the nightingales sing and the 
wild-flowers bloom. There the sad mother-heart found 
rest even while her mind was inspired to activity. In 
this region of beautiful wildness she laid the comer* 
stone of her summer-house in August of 187 5, and the 
dancing stream, for whose water her child called in its 
last delirium, gave its name to the castle whose towers 
rise among the trees of the forest. The princess* 
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watched the progress of the structure with the greatest 
possible interest, and with no little sympathy for the 
workmen whose polyglot of tongues — no less than 
twelve in nuni])er — made the silences alxjut the for- 
est and the quarries ring with strange sounds. Had 
she not watched the toilers in the quarry near by» from 
which all the material for the castle was taken, she pro- 
babably would never have written the touching song ol 
,,@tcinfc^ncibcr/ page 142. 

It was at the end of this summer that Elizabeth 
wrote the librctLu for an operetta periormcd during the 
following winter in Bucharest. The work was a poeti- 
cal adaptation of an old Rumanian legend. 

When the princess had been working at her poetry 
zealously for more than two years, at such times and 
hours as freedom from official life permittedt and just 
at the time when she had sufficient mat«rial to lead 
her to think of pubTishlng her work to the world, the 
Turko Ru^ssiaii w:ir broke out, and Rumania became 
the battle-ground of a terrible conflict. That was not a 
time for poetry, except of the heroic order. The poetry 
of words was forgotten in the poetry of deeds. Prince 
Charles of necessity took Russia's side, and became a 
gallant leader against the Turkish crescent. Princess 
Elizabeth followed the army, and sought to temper the 
misery of the battle-field. She was the Florence Night- 
ingale of the war. Her people called her "the mother 
o£ the wounded." Childless, she was always a moihci. 
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She moved from bed to bed in the hospitals, and 
spoke words of comfort, nay almost of healing. She 
was worshipped by every sufferer. At the close of the 
war a marble statue was raised to her by the wives of 
the officers of the Rumanian army as a memorial of the 
merciful part played by her on the battle-field. Fol- 
lowing the war there was a rearrangement of boundary 
and territory between Russia and Rumania, which was 
ratified by the treaty of Berlin, which, at the same time, 
recognized the independence of Rumania as a kingdom, 
though i^roviding that certain conditions should be ful- 
filled. These were carried out, and in March, i88i» 
Prince Charles issued his royal proclamation. Qn the 
22d of May he was crowned with a diadem made from 
cannon captured at Plevna, where he distinguished 
himself, as did his people, for bravery. At the same 
time a golden crown was placed upon the head of " the 
mother of the wounded.** The ceremony was carried 
out with true royal magnificence, and the day and night 
were given up to festivities and rejoicing. 

It is only since the end of the Turko-Russian war 
that the Queen, as we must now call her, has appeared 
in literature. It was in 1880 that the first book was 
published, bearing on its title-page the name " Carmen 
Sylva** — an appropriate pen-name for one who loves 
the song and the forest as Elizabeth always has. This 
first book consists of translations into German of the 
Rumanian poems of Alezandri and others. At this same 
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time she wrote a French comedy for a company in Ba* 
charest, and a number of aphorisms in Ftendi, whidi 
were afterwards published in Paris under the titte of 

** Tcnsccs d'une Reine.*' * In 1881 the queen published 
her first book of original poems. The book is enti- 
tled „5gt3rmc" and contains four poems: „^a\i\}i)0,'' 

ff$»amnicrftcitt/ Mthcx hen ©affcrn/ and i^^c^iff* 
Utlld^," I cannot go into a criticism of these poems, 
which are oi varying merit. Both Miss Zimmem \ and 
Professor Boyesent agree that w^PV^" ^ the heit 
of the four. Of tins Professor Boyesen says : 

** Miss Zimmem has antidpate<l me in saying that ** Sappho," the 
principal poem in this volume, is quite nn-Greek. It is, in fact, both 
in form and conception, as Germanic as possible. It has none of the 
bright and unconscious sensuousness and heedless grace of Greek 
song. The fateful rir<^am c.f Lais, the dauj^hter of Sappho, -with 
which the poem opens, bears some resemblance to the dream of 
Chriemhild in the first canto of the "Kiebelungen I^y/' although 
bitttefflinarambatitQtedlor •agHw. But apart from the monlaQaf 
dvmtlMawiiidi it implied in the domestic virtueaand Teutonic coo- 
•dafitloaaiwaa of the Lesbian ^oeteasb there is atifdi to admire. Asa 
maie womaw« nithoiit fefcraMsa age or nationality, Sappho is 
•tnmsly and iMStf delineated, and the songs ehich she alagSt 

a That this work has a high standing in France may be judged 
from the fact that the French Academy, on April 15, t88S, voted to 
offer its author a medal of honor, devoting to this purpose a part of 
the accrued interest of the prize-fund established by Mrs. A^OSI^ 
Botta, nf New York, for literary works composed by women* 

t The Century Magazine, August, 1884. 

t The i4(kpeodent, NoTcmber 24, xSS/* 
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though they have neither the Sapphic meter nor spirit, are lyrical 
gems which we could ill afford to miss. Thus the charming little 
: „2Bcnn tobt icfi loerbc fcin/ in the third canto, has an " un- 
premeditated art'" which none but true singers attain. It expires 
like a sigh in the air, and is as eloquent of the emotion which 
prompted it The hotameter in " Sappho "^b handled tvith much 
•kill; hut the perpetually occonring aUitentioD, to my mind, inter* 
fetes with its melodiotta effect As a metrical device alliteratioa is of 
Germanic origin^ and seems alien to the spirit ni Greek poetiy. 
There is also a certain exa^Miatii^ monotony in the constant^ i«* 
peated hdtlai letters, which gives an air of artificiality even to the 
noblest veise.'* 

In 1882 appeared „%\t ©ejre/' a collection of poems 
inspired by Carl Cauer's statue of " The Witch.'* Of 
this book Miss Zimxnern says : — 

This woric is very characteristic of the Queen's writings, in that 
she is apt to write too fast, so that excellent fundamental ideas are 
made abortive by inadequate execution. She docs not observe the 

Horation maxim ; the impetuosity that is a part of her character is 
reflected in her work. She lacks patience. Tins fault is really to be 
deplored, and the more that the Queen has genuine poetical gifts, a 
fine fancy, a musical ear, fire, and grace. But her facility consti- 
tutes her weakness. Had she not been a royal auiliur, had she had 
to do battle with tlie exigencies, caprices, uncertain des of publishers 
and editors* she would have reodved just that sehooHng wUch she 
lacks, and which lunders her from bdng a great poet, and confines 
her widdn the ranks of ndnor idngers." 

I cannot find the evidences of haste that appear 
to Miss Zimmern. The portions of „XtC .'prjT" that 
might have been hurriedly done are those written in an 
unrhymed trochaic tetrameter, but even these show no 
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carelessness in constniction. And there are poems 

in the work which are as good in point of technique as 
anything the Queen has done. It is, moreover, hardly 
fair to charge with violation of the Horatian maxim one 
who kept the secret o£ her compositions tu herself from 
her sixteenth to her thirtieth year, and only began to 
publish when she was nearly forty. 

The next poetical work <tf Carmen Sylva's that was 
published is entitled ^3e^ot)a^.'' It describes the wan- 
derings of Ahasuerus in search of God. His journey 
begins with the scoffing assertion, ,f^% ifl fciu (J^ott!" 
and ends with the acknowledgment, „(Sott ifl etiMC^ 
«^er2>en/' The poem tells its story with force and fer- 
vor, "It would be vain,*' says Professor Boyesen, ** to 
deny the exalted beauty and digni^ ol the verse in 
which the wrestlings of Ahasuerus with the infinite are 
depicted. The Queen's next volume of verse made its 
appearance in 1883, under the title of ^SWeinc This 
is a collection of lyrics and songs — the kind of verse tliat 
shows Carmen Sylva to the best advantage. This was 
apparent even in »<^app^o/' the most beautiful parts of 
which are the 8ongs» introduced in much the same way 
and to the same purpose as the interludes are intro- 
duced by Tennyson in the *' Prmcess." The first poem 
of JSSttXnt 9titl)^ is called ,,Qfarmen'' and the last^ 
„@t)It)a." Between these boundaries the Queen has 
poured out her heart and niade her appeals to and 
from nature, and written down her pretty conceits and 
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the epigiams In which she delights. The first edition <rf 
„5IRdtie 9ht1^ was quickly exhausted, and I ha^e been 

unable to obtain a copy, much to my regret, as it con- 
tained the first series of „^anbluettevUcber" ^ — "Songs 
of Toil.** These were withheld by the Queen from 
the second edition in order that she might improve and 
enlarge the series, which has now been concluded, and 
comprises the poems originally published ia g,WUitit 
9u(/ and those now first gathered in tlds volwne. 
The Qneen will publish the entire collection in a vol- 
ume by itself, I am informed, some time during the 
coming winter. 

To a book of poems published in 1884 Carmen Sylva 
gave her whole heart; for this one is entitled „^Uia 
di^einl'' Here she writes of the places she loves 
most, the spots dear to her 3ttgenb|eit ^^ittgen,'' 
ttiottUV i»2)ie moltt," irtMonretK)^/ iMtmU^" are 
some of the titles of the thirty songs that make up this 
book. The songs are as sweet and simple as the twenty 
etchings that adorn the volume are beautiful. One 
more volume of poems has followed this. It is entitled 
,,iO{ein ^iid)/' and contains a collection of poems upon 
Egypt I have not been able to secure the volume, and 
cannot speak of its merits. 

Of the Queen^s recent prose works I have speoe to 
give little more than the titles. They comprise: ^9et« 
ben:^ (Sibcugaiifl" (1882), a collection of Rumanian le- 
gends ;,,^Ud (Sarmen @4())a'^ ^iomgreii^'' (i^^ also 
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a collection of tales, which were revised in a new edition 
published last year; „^\x^ Oebct" (1883), a story; 
„%XA Broci Selteii" (1885), a novel; ,,^prQ" (1886), 
a novel; ^lopff" (iS87)» % story; and ^^S^lbpoft" 
(1887), a noveL In the compoaitioa of i»^t« 
SBetten^'' ,,^flra/ and i,Se(b|}i)fl'' as well as of a col- 
lection of tales called ^3it bet Stre" the Queen had 
the collaboration of the Frau Dr. Kremnitz. In Au- 
gust of 1S87 the Queen translated a novel by Pierre I^ti 
in the space of fourteen days, and published the book 
under the title of i^Sdlanbftidjer/' During this period 
of marveUous literary activity the Queen also revised 
and brought out a new edition of her Les Pens^es 
d'une Reine.'* She has had the satisfaction of seeing 
many of her songs set to music by Bungert, Reinecke» 
and other composers. Some are now in prcjiaration 
by Madame Augusta Holmes and Charles Guusiod; and 
Bungert, lam informed, is to set the ,,^aubiueifei*ltebcr" 
to music It is now necessary that I speak in detail 

of these ^^anbmerfcrUebev^ or Songs of Toil*** to 
which I have several times alluded 

The "Songs of Toil,** which give this Tolume its 
name, have never been pabltshed in Germany or Ru- 
mania. Seventeen of these songs, in Gcimaii and in 
English, were first published in The Independent ol New 
York, in November, 1887. Six others were published 
in the same journal in July of the present year. The 
rest appear now for the first time. Early in the summer 
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of 1S87 I wrote to Carmen Syiva» in my capacity of edi* 
tor of the poetical department of Tk^ ImUfendent^ 

asking her to contribute to the columns of which I had 
charge. I received in 1 ej ly seventeen " songs," together 
with the following note from the Queen's secretary: 

Castbl Pblbsch, August 21st, 1887. 
Secretariat de S» M, La Rei$u de Koumanie, 

EDnoa or Tub Indbpbndeiiti 

if«r;«— In answer to yourliooofied of the i6t1k past, Her Ma]Mly 
the Queent Incaking lor once her ruk ol never giving iny of ber 

productions to a periodical, charges me to send you the second 
series of ,,^anbn)erferlieber,'' the first of which was published in * 
Uarman Sylva's „'^t\\\z \^\x^.** The inclosed seventeen songs, 
being of quite recent date, have not yet appeared in print, and Her 
Majesty leaves i» to your choice to publish them all or to make a 
selection ol those most adapted to the American public. In case the 
peculiar and essentially German character of the poems should render 
a satisfactory translation in verse difficult, Her Majesty thiiiks it 
would suffice to give the German origiTial, adding to it a good trans- 
lation in prose. As to the offered honorarium^ Her Majesty is 
pleased to accept it as a contribution to the sums produced by the 
sale of her other works, which form a special fund for needy authors ; 
you wiU- please send the money to me, I beg also that you will give 
ne immediate notice on receipt of the manuscript, and I am, sir, 

Your dbedient servant, 

ROBBRT SCHEFFER, 

Private Secretary to Her Majesty the Queen ol Kumania. 

After these poems had been puUishedf the Queen 
herself wrote me the following note : 
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Sti^ Yovr tianslatioiis of ny longs aie so veiy beaiiCiftd that I 
tvas qitite surprised in reading them. There are very few little things 
you have perhaps misunderstood, but they are scarcely worth while 
talldnK of when it is all so very good. As I have translated a good 
deal myself, I know the difficulties very well, and T admire your work 
in consequence. I am verv happy to be brought in so beautiful a 
clothing before your American public, and I thank you kindly for all 
the pains you have taken. 

Elizabeth. 

With this note the Queen sent me ^^v^** page 62, and 
i,@4eevenfd^Ieifettieb/' page 38, and subsequently her 
secretary forwarded to me the twelve additional songs 

which are included in this volume. 

It is fortunate that the American pul)lic should first 
know the Queen as a poet through these „ipaub»)crtcv» 
Ueber for they are at once the index of her character 
and the illustration of her genius. I say genius»for 
certainly the chief attribute ctf genius Is not wanting — 
originality. The ^^anbtoerf^licber'' in conception and 
expression are original. It is true that in some of 
them, in the .,53Q(fci1ieb/' page 92, and in ^Xcv ©cigcu* 
niad)er/' page 138, for example, there is a suegestlon of 
Heine ; but this is so slight that we may say that the 
Queen's songs are distinctively her own. And they are 
the index of her character. No one can read these 
songs and not know the Queen. She said herself, in 
one of her letters quoted by her biographer: **The 
pictures of my fantasy are seldom pay — they never 
were.'* Hei life hai» been a sad one, and most of these 
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tongs are sung in a minor ke)r* But it is not a selfisli 
sadness that the poems reveal. On tlie contraxy, licr 
boundless sympathy for the poor b the most striking 
disclosmv of these ^ Songs of Toil.** It is as special as 

it is comprehensive. In each case does she sccin to have 
entered into the life, made up of trials, hope, pride, am- 
bition, discouragement, sorrow, or joy of the one whose 
song she is singing* No proud queen ever showed such 
touch of sympathy. She has the soul to feel and the 
gilt to sing. Into the lives of others she poors her own 
heart-beats* How admirably in the «^@4ifferUeb/' page 
68, has she contrasted the two phases of the boatman's 
life, whose home is on the Danube. We sec him one day 
saihrig merrily duwii with the current, the picture of in- 
dolent ease and joy ; and the next day we see him toiling 
along the sandy shore^ towing his boat to the upper 
stream, his task severe, but his progress sure. Again* 
one is at a loss to foncy bow so disagreeable a subject 
as the ,,9!c^er^ could have been treated better than 
in the grimly humorous way in which the Queen has 
set forth the ,/JD^ct»c|crUcb/' page 43. In ,/Dcr 
nionn/' page 64, what a vivid glimpse of the farmer 

sowing his seed do the words ^^xoti (^(^itte baiin hit 
4^anh19oU'' present! Again there is genius in the co- 
quetry of the mili^tream; the pathos of the mB^VXOUX* 
mann^lleb/ page 42» is as simple as it is sweet ; „Qeim 

gfltteru* page 52, and ,,8eim iRolfen/' page 56, carry 
the odor of clover with them ; and so on through the 
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list we find that each has a charm or a piquancy of its 
own, until we come to the ,,®teinf(f}ncibcr/' page 142, 
where we are forced to believe that the question of the 
condttdiBg lines^ with its mevitable mmtt **Nol " ap- 
plies to the tailing poor d whatttyer tnuie or cellingi 

In speaking ol the i^l^tonfevtif^^'^ I must not 
overlook their siedianisvi. The oieasfires are chosen 
with an appreciation that is little short of inspiration. 
For example, wherever the trade of a songster is associ- 
ated with any kind of noise or motion, we have both 
sound and motion reproduced in the meter; this onoma- 
topoeia is especially noticeable in the »iIJ{uUerUeb/' page 

48; the w2;i)t»ferUeh'' page 98; ^y^at^iermai^er/ page 
46s »9etm @)»inttm,'' page 80; and «S)er Slfifer/ 
page 130. The Queen has an excellent musical ear; 

the numerous feminine endings and the double rhymes 
are sufficient proof of this. One is even inclined to ad- 
mit that her variation of the sonnet form is felicitous, 

as it appears in „2)er gc^^J^t^"^^^^^'*^^/' P^g^ »2)ct 
fanbbrteftrager/' page 116; and ,r*Dcr @amaun/' page 
64. This snbstitntion for the iambic pentameter ol an 
Iambic hexameter with eictra syllables at the end oC the 
third and sixth foot is a musical device of which the 
Hungarian poet Lenau has availed himself in at least 
one notable instance. It is quite possible that his 

poem, ,,2)er $erh(tahenb/ may be a favorite with the 
Queen. 

In. concluding this sl^etch ol Carmen SyWa's life and 
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work, and in iHreaenting die tnmsiations of her fff>anb< 
toertevlieber,^ I must urge that her graceful style is not 
to be judged by whatever harshness there may be in the 

English versions. Read the original, those who can; 

the translation, those who must; read, and you will ac- 
cept the statement of the venerable poet Whittier, that 
the Queen of Rumania is "crowned not alone with a 
diadem and title, but with the laurel*ivreaths of poetic 
genius." 

J. £. B. 

New York, August* i888. 
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THE SCISSORS-GRiNDER^S SONG. 
ETCH on your scissors, your slender blade ^ 



To make them brilliant and sharp's my trade; 
10 every door-step my grindstone comes, 

And on and ever it strolls and hums. 

I and my grindstone, we wander by. 
And no one asks me from whence come I ; 
How poor I am, no one cares to know, 
None care to hear of my spirit's woe. 

I 'ill ground by sorrow both day and night, 
And yet I never am polished bright ; 
I'm ground by hunger, and though it pales 
The face, to sharpen the wit it fails. 




Digitized by Google 



■ >0t 

5<^eerenfd)IeiferUe5* 

riuQt ^cr bie <2c^ccrciv bic ^(ingeu feiu, 
nxadf fte glfingenb unb fc^arf unb rein 
6« ^orrt tnpin Kfib^m t^or febev XljfiT, 
Uub fdjuuivt uub maubevt (o fitr uub fiti. 

unb tneiti Siab^en^ tPit geVn Dorlbei; 

^0 fvagt mid) Reiner, mo^t id) fei ; 
^ill Reiner luiffen tuie avm ic^ bin, 
mm ^ttnev ^9rcn iDie to^ mein Sinn* 

Uub {)at mi4 betmoc^ uid^t fein gemac^t ; 
SRi^ f4(vift ber ^unger^ ttttb mad^t bo4 ni^t 

!£^eu Si^ mir fc^drfer tin blanl ^eft^t 

iDU^ ic^leitt bte mut, uub Idgt mir bo4 
S)ad $eri(e fc^arttg unb rofiig no^. 

S:a<^ ^Jiab ift cmfig imb vaul; bcr @tcin — 
Sringt l^cr bir ^lingen — ic^ mac^' fi^ fcin? 

3» 
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I'm ground by grief, but the work is ill. 
For notched and rusty my heart is, still. 

The wheel is whiiliag, the stone has grit — 

Fetch on your steel — shall X sharpen it? 



1 



bin eiu Renter, id^ fdfitolnge bad ^ei(^ 

^ Uiii) wett trcffe, wirb uitj^t mel^r ^eil; 
Unb mn id^ bittbe faitit iii^t me^r ge^'u ; 
^cg ^opr 14 faffe, laun nimmec jleb'iu 

3d(| bin eiu !£)oftoc, brum tommt mii:l 

^eile jebed ©ebredftett biev; 
2)ie l^ebeiUiniibigEeit gebt filrbag 
iUiit eiiicm eit^igen ^bcrlag. 

Sd) bin eln ffiirtl^ nnb mein ffiein ifl tot(, 
Uub mit ber ^eibe l^at'd teine 92otb ; 

SSor meincr 0d)cufe gebt uidjt uoibci, 
2>ie ttttV ip fid^er, bie Bec^e fteil 

40 
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T AM a headsmaot the ax I swings 

And if I strike that ends the thing; 
And what I tie up cannot get loose — 

The head I grapple can't slip the noose. 

I am a doctor^ so come to me ; 
Here heal I every infirmity ; 

The hypochondria is cured for good 
By only a single letting ot blood. 

I am a landlord^ my wme is red ; 

I chalk no blale when a man is fed; 
Don't pass the inn that belongs to me; 
The rest is certain ; the score is free 1 



5 inimermanttslie5. 

3^ir ging gut, \o nad^ unb nad^ ; 
® SDle ftittbet tourben grog : 
SReUt eigen $att9 loar untev SDa4 — 

@o {d^ou mx mix Win 0d)(o6 ! 
Unb : » Satcr I " fogt fie, ^ffieigt S)it iio4 ? 

<Sinfl gab ed ticoden ^rob I 
3e|jt i^te^'n tttd eigne $au9 ttiit bod^ I''— 

S)Ua]^2utter,bieifitobtl 

2)er @(^relncr ^at i^r §au8 gebaut, 

Unb nid^t bee » 
©tatt ineiner l)at bcv '|^[arrei: lout 

S)ett ^gendipcudft get^an. 
SRit geierjaug unb (^locfeullang, 

Unb 8(nmen blau nnb cotl^, 
^tatt (Slaiectiang bad mix {))can0; 
iWuttcivbic ill tobtl 

4* 
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MY lot grew lighter day by day; 
The children grew apace ; 

I built a little house last May — 

No palace like that place* 

And — "Faliiur," said she, "sure you know 

That ODce we ate dry bread ? 

Into our own house now we gol"— 
The Mother, she is dead ! 

Her house the undertaker made. 

And not the carpenter ; 
My grace unsaid, the pastor prayed 

In loud tones over her. 
The day that's spent with merrimentt 

'Mid blossoms blue and red, 
No music lent — my heart was rent 1 — 

The mother, she is dead. 

43 
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Sir am ^oqtipaat ! 
XBet^t ait'6 ©terben auc^ gebac^t, 
91(9 man beifammett tuarl 

^tiiaiuuteU [tub bie geiiftcr bi(^t — 

i^ei'tauft bad $au9l tnag ed niddt— 
S)le aRutter, Me ifttobtl 
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We pulled together many a year ; 

Like old bird-mates were we ; 
But who e*er thinks of dying here 

While both together be ? 
Fast barred is every window-blind — 

I care not what is said; 
Yesy sell the house 1 I do not mind—-* 

The mothcFi she is deadi 



||ie atten iaapipm mttgUQefiiljrt ! 

3um 8ret gum Sdtti, to\t ba9 fBeltgci idit! 
Qnm Sdxtig sum ^rei, toU tin iang (Scl)i(4tl 

2)atin fommt (9 fci^itedg unb qiatt f^cmi^, 

%vi^ Pollen uub ^al^en un}> Siabgebraud, 

Bti QtoBeii ^ercn, mlt bev griluletii 3t» ; 
gac tieine ^ic^ter^aum iJ^a^tgeic^mier ; 

3tt Beitimgdf^vcibem mit $ofled(ott4; 

giir ^iebei^biiejc^en mit ©(^mei^eUaud^ ; 

Unb in SRomanen, b'vin fc^Ied^t etg&^lt, 
SBie |i4 bie SRenfc^^eit fo tontn qudU, 

Vuf glei^nt in ben berein^ 

2)te S^ranen flr5mten, urn bie bu toting I 



THE PAPER-MAKER. 



npUOSE pieces of rags be quick and bring! 

The dirty old shreds are just the thing — 

For pulp, for pulp to record life's wrong. 

For pulp, for pulp for a poet's song. 

It comes out smooth and glossy and thin» 

From rollers and wheels and cylinders* din, 

For lords and ladies their notes to indite ; 
. For petty poets, who scrawl by night. 

And newspaper scribblers who bluster and blow 
For little love-letters where compliments grow ; 

And stories in which the afflictions of men 
Are wretchedly told by an unskilled pen 

On just such rags as once wiped away 
The tears whereat thouweepest to-day I 
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orate Horn SBaffet 
aitetn 0inn aebrel)t. 

Unb ladjt unb tt>enbet 
Wit meiit ©emat^. 

SBie flelf ^c^^r 

eu fpuc^t \o {^nett ; 
Unb bntmnuisb iDcnbet 

Unb t)ta))))ert ^utmrt, 

Unb ijl fo bumm, 
Unb ge^t unb glanbt 

2Scl6 nl^t ttjariim. 




THE MILLER'S SONG. 

TU ST as the water 
^ The mill-wheel twirls, 
My little sweetheart 

My senses whirls. 

She chats, caresses. 

And chides me ill, 
And laughs and changes 

My mood at wUl. 

And if I mmrmnry 

She talks so fast ; 
And her companion 

Gets cross at last 

He rattles an answer, 

Some silly cry, 
And goes and believes her-^ 

He knows not why. 
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S)od^ fie ^a))ft meiter. 

Unb moc^t'd bem 9ia(^ilcii 
2)ann iiiiebev fo. 

£)iWul)!enrobcrI 
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■"-^ 

But on she capm» 

Through life so gay. 
And treats the next one 
The selfsame way. 

The brook Is f aithless^ 
The maiden coy — 

O whirling mill-wheel I 
O miller boyl 
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ie buftio ricd&f « im ^taU I 2^ie jtu^c flrccfm 
2)ie j^&lfe lang^ mit mioebulb'flcm Stummen, 
2)en ^Ue bcgriigenb tttit ^ufricbnem ^nmmm, 
Itub toic bie 9lafen fte fo gl&n^enb Udenl 

Xit |d)onen £^iere mlt bem @ammct!(cibe, 
3m oolbneii Si4t bet @oittinennoTgenfonne, 
Tin queUenb unerfc^opf tern ii!cben9bronue, 

Tlit golbnen ^ammctaugen DoUcr 2eibe. 

Uub jlumm erbulben bauu fte beim (^cbarcn 

S)er Scfinieqen $ein. SBie Ttnb bie aiib'rett ^il^e 
^oa 3»itgeffi^t 1 2)a6 f))arU(4 unb mit m^e 

ail bcm Xage biummeub ^Uc^ gtiDaljicn, 

2)ad teq'ge ^dlb^en mug nmi belfigen; 
!^ie §aub im Simcr. SReine ginger tougcn 
Sntertnig. S)e9 jarten SO^aulc^cnd ^aitgeti 
gii^r jo luavm uiit imiigem ^evgitugen, 
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FODDER-TIME. 



ow sweet the maiiger smells 1 The cows all listen 



^ ^ With outstretched neckst and with Impatient 
lowing; 

They greet the clover, their content now showing— 
And how they lick theur noses till they glisten t 

The veWet-coated beauties do not languish 

Beneath the morning's golden light that's breaking* 
The unexhausted spring of life awaking, 

Their golden eyes of velvet full of anguish. 

They patiently endure their pains. Bestowing 
Their sympathy^ the other cows are ruing 
Their unproductive udders and renewing 

At milking-time their labor and their lowing. 

And now I must deceive the darling bossy — 

With hand in milk must make it suck my finger. 
Its tender lips ding close like joys that linger. 
And feel so warm with dripping white and flossy. 
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jS)lefelbe $anb, bie mir bie igente t&ffcit 

$oll (S^tfnt^t, unb bie maU unb ft)icU uub 
bl<!|tet— 

D immev nuc ben £lee geid^id^tet; 
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This very hand my people with devotion 

Do kiss, which paints and plays and writes more- 
over — ' 

I would it had done naught but pile the clover 
To feed the kine tnat know no base emotion j 
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23c im ItTolfen. 

^ol £ube Bcaunel nun flieb fd)5n ^erl 

^ Xaim Icicgt bciu ^dlbc^cu auc^ um Jo mc^rl 

Uub bag !S)n'd lucigt : k)on ben ^aiuc^cu aW 
3ft !S)cin'd bad fc^oiifle Dom ganaeii (Stall 1 



@if)iDarsb(aun ifl ed, mit meigcm <^tem! 

©clt? 2)11 ivlUft'd ^abcii, 2)u lettft jo gcrn? 

S>al liig !£)€in ^leinedl nub biumme uic^t !S)nI 

3d) lau CO bod) iiic^t ^um Xtiiifcu jii ! 

ttnf Si^tiu ueuufd '^oUujc; bad mf ^atdw, 
3c^ beuf: ouf 2)cut{d) wirb'« tpo^l SBuUod)^ fciu. 
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MXLKXNG-TIM£U 



ol sol pretty Browniei come let it down t 



I'll give the more milk to your bossy brown 1 



Your bossy's the prettiest boss oC them all. 

With its dark*brown coat and the star on its brow. 
AVhat*s thb? You insbt you must lick It now f 

There 1 Kiss your little one; now be still I 
Not yet can the bossy drink its fill I 

Madame calls it Pollux; you know the name; 
'Tis the Latin fur liuUock— ii's all the samet 




You know well enough in yonder stall 
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lev ift btx ^(fergntub {o tUf unb {c^koer; 
%6it Odifcn jicl)cu elncn ^flug mlt Wk^^t, 
Unb meig gefleibet ge^'n in taller Sril^e, 

3n ^cigct ©iutl^, bit iDiauu, bU giau, ba^ev, 

£ein S)ung* @U fu^tt^ ev btucit bie ^fiugMaarlel^v ^ 

9uf ba^ aud (Stbenfc^ooO il)r ^inb erblu^e, 
O^eMert im gelb fi^ bet Xag toetglu^e^ 
itomnit bai juf^ mit bcm ^augling bann ba^er* 

Ginfl mv Me iRac^t gcrcift im 4^eiiifi(be 
^on Sbamiaab txmiit, bcc ^eimat^ j;n 

glog id) ftum Diljciii, 311111 iliiittcrlcin in S3albc! 

„5S>ai i4 in S)entf(l^laub bin, ®ott 1 geig' mir'«^ !S>n ! 
^mi\ $)auflein 2)ung, auf teliergrogem gelbe, 

3m Aittel, pfittgt' ein Slann mit feinet ftn^! 
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THE PLOWING. 



HE soil is here so deep and hard, their might 



l £ight oxen spend and strain beneath the plowing ; 
And hm at mom and when the sun is glowing, 
The fanner and his wife toil, clad in white. 

No dung. She guides, he holds the plow down tight — 
And there her baby, like some blossom growing 
From Mother Earth, is born. Barefoot and bowing 

Beneath its weight, she bears it home at night. 

One night, in the Bavarian forest waking, 
I journeyed homeward hasting to the Rhine, 

Myself to my sweet mother swift betaking. 
" That this my country is, God give the sign I " 

Twelve heaps of dnng^ in frock a farmer breaking 
His tiny field with plow and cow in iine. 
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Pit rotljcu :^il(!^lein im rotten Mo^iii, 
3ur SD{ittaQ9ni^, 
2)a uicicu fid) tic^eiui) im gluflerton 

2)er ^urjd) bort briibeii im aubent gelb 
Unb bref)t uoc^ immer bie ^ugeu — gdt? 

Unb frnot uub {djleubcrt dou Uiigefdtjr 

3iodj "uial tjorbci, 
Uub f^aut tierftol^ieu fo toiebec ^er: 

^yiod) immcr !2)rcil^ 

S)attn ftitgt tx lauttx unb eitt baoon: 

•3d) oei)' Won, geV I 
2)eir ^ufut ^ole beu oanjen SK^o^n 

3m {d)oucu j^lee !" 
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IN CLOVER. 
ITH kerchiefs red where the poppies grow» 



^ In midday shades, 
Nod each to other and titter lov 
Three little maids. 

The lad who yonder strays to and fro 

Here casts his eyc» 
*And ever he looks askance — oho ? — 

In passing by. 

And sings and saunters past as by chance 

Continually, 
And sees with every stolen glance : 
«StiU ever three!" 

Then louder he sings and away he goes, 

I'll be a rover I 
The devil take each poppy that grows 
In pretty clover I" 
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Zulu I 

I 

le ^ftttnen^duptc^en begrugen ft(^ 
3ii meinem ©arten unb nidteii; 
Unb buftcn frvot^eub mib miiffcn fic^ 
^iel ^tebe«boteit f^icfen. 

!S)ie armcn ^lumenl fte moc^teii n^nt 
iSinanbcr gfirttt^ nmWtnocit^ 

S)rum {rnbeu ftc aljo beu !2)u}t boii gem, 

gu auf ber l^flftc ®d)roiugcn. , 

3n tnetium (Garten ha fc^mebt itub bcbt 

Gill SSiuibcrlucrbcii icbcubifl; 
3n meinem ©arten ba f ^Umt unb niebt 
2)cc IHcbe i^cbcu be[tuubig* 
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JULY. 



Y garden-flowers, in summer bloom. 



With common greetings are bending; 
And each to other, *mid blushing perfume. 
Their bearers ol love are sending. 

The poor, poor flowers I they long to share 

With each their tender embraces; 
So send from afar, on the wings of the air, 
Their scents through the garden spaces. 

There hovers and hangs, among the leaves, 

A marvel that ceaseth never ; 
Among the leaves love spins and weaves 

The strands of life forever. 
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uf[auQt bit 601UIC milbe Hn ^ini\t ber feudjtcn @rbe, 
2)ie tief itnb bufttg toartet aufd neue ^aatmp* 
fangen; 

^omf(^nitt unb ©toppelfeuer unb (Smte flub )76rgatu 
gen; 

Corbet bem Unteigrunbe bed jd^arfeu $flugd ^ef(!())ocvbe* 

jDcc ^dnmim ic^reitet einjam unb evufl auf brauucc 
Crbc— 

34i:ittc, banu bie $aubt)oU* j^ein ^aubccu itub 
Wn SBangcn; 
SDie Uttneu i^dgei folgeii nnb V^^eit i»ott ^edongen. 
(Srflteut; bodf) dotted ®onne mug gnabigrufen: ^^cvbe!'" 

Uub ob bcr groft fie tobtct, oh 2)ilrrc fic Deniidjtct, 

3m S^^UngMinbe miegenb bie ^(me aiiferfte^en, 

Hub in bem nac^pcn ^crbfle bcr ^bnici (^>ulb crjdjic^tet 

64 




Digitized by Google 



THE SOWER. 



BENEATH the mild sun vauijih the vapor's last wet 
traces^ 

And £or the autumn sowing the mellow soil lies 
steeping ; 

The stubble fires have faded and ended is the reaping ; 
The pierdng plow has leveled the rough resisting places* 

The solitary sower along the brown iicid j^aces — 
Two steps and then a handful, a rhythmic motion 
keeping ; 

The eager sparrows follow, now pecking and now 
peeping. 

lie sows; but ail the increase accomplished by God*S 
grace is. 

And whether frost be fatal or drought be devastating. 



The blades rise green and slender for spring-time 

winds to flutter, 

As time of golden harvest the coming fall awaiting. 
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fte^t bie grageu ^eixier, bie auf ben Sippcn fie^cu, 
2>ie batigenben (^ebanfen, tie fdimete @orge bic^tet 
W\i fefler $aitb mug f^meigenb bttcd|)'d S^lb bee ^ 
maun ge^etu 
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14 one see Uie silent yearnings the sower's lips hall 
uttety 

The carping care he su£[erS| distressing thoughts ere* 

ating. 

With steady hand he paces afield without a mutter. 
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ergnntcr ge^f d im SD^onbUc&tf 
^vganf im ©onnenbront; 

Ccrgaiif im ticfeu ©aiib, 
Serottnter fvci am 0mier, 

9ctgauf ba sieH @aumt(ter, 
^nt^ mt> i^eiiben tounb. 

SBad ^ilft mtr% toenn td^ ^eute 
2)e9 attorned ^dnig bin, 

Cc^leic^' morgcii id) aU iDcttler 
8frd<!^tftani4iii4in? 

Urn meine ^u^fa^rt (41ie&t {t(^ 
gitrc^fod We ©afferflur; 
tciu^enb tiefen ^c^reiteu 

551cibt lanfl im 8aiiJ tie 8piit. 
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THE BOATMAKS SONG, 



OWN stream 'tis all by moonUghf* 



CJ p stream at blaxing noon, 
Down stream upon the ripples, 
Up stream through sandy dune* 

Down stream, the helm held loosely, 
A pipe between the lips; 

Up stream, like beast one straineth 
And galls the breast and hips. 

What boots it that I seem like 

l*he river^s king to-day, 
X£ to-morrow like a beggart 

Despised, I tug away? 

My pleasuring leaves no tvarcm 

Upon the water-plain; 
The marks of struggUnsr footsteps 
Long in the sand remain. 
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C|u £)oIlaub mx% Qrau toil t>it Cite, 
^ (Smit mt bet ^imrnel bro6 i^erbaiioett, 

SBiub, ble ffieHen l)aiigcn. 

S)ovt lommt ed btutrot^, fcnt ^cran/ 

iSln ©eget! 3lttfl bie gifdier! grftttea 
Sie ^Dtdmeti flfirnten l^r ; mx tana 

SSoljl jcinc $iu! cijdjauen! 

^uftau^cu tuie bie fjiotte bic^t 
?^im 53oot an iBoot uor ilBoIfenboIleii, 

9RU ^offnung^angfl im angeft^t 
^emn bte l^raueu tuaUen. 

3u tDfiSen 9anben fle^n lie bo, 

3n ^unberten qctei^t a;n ^ttanbe> 

SKit 5tinoenu— ©cr ben ©atten fal)? 

SBer au9bUeb ? ItBeK^ei: (anbe ? 
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THE FISHERMAN* 



TN Holland 'twas. The sea was gray, 
^ And gray the heavy hanging heaven ; 
Gray-white the shore with autnnm spray, 

The wind and waves gray even. 

Afar a blood-red cloud streams out — 

A sail I The fishing trip is over 1 
like gulls the women flock about: 

\V ho can her boat discover! 

Sail after sail from out the gloom 
Before the flaming cloud now passes ; 

Near rush the wan-faced women whom 
An anxious hope harasses. 

With chfldren, and with hooded head 
In hundreds on the shore theyVe standing; 

Who saw her spouse ? Which one is dead? 
Which one will now be landing? 
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0elii @<4immel gtetc^t bcm <Si{(^t ber SBefte, 
3fi fatteUod, bad $au)>t i|i kcr, 

Uub bai[uji ba- OcjeUe. 

tSd tricft Don IBaffrt fein ^eioanb, 

fanflt im Si^urf bie It^toercu ^eile, 
Unb tragt fie ton bee ®d)iffc§ 9ianb, 
3um Ufcrfanb, in (Site. 

Gi" iagt — Ujm [lugt [cm blonbcS 4>aar — 
3ni ©turm gu aQ ben brannen $lnfni, 

Unb geigt bctt i)on:cnbcn— '« ifi tiai l — 
8Rtt rinrm rafc^en ffiinlnu 

{^rei'n bie 3a^I tiom ^d^iff i^iuab, 
l)ebt bie ginger, uub bie SBogen 
l^m, ©aule {))aien i^n ^erab# 
(Sr ic^u^ingt ftc^ auf im ^ogen. 
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A rider through the loam hiistes there | 
His steed is flecked with wkite and yellow,. 

His saddle's gone, his head is bare. 
And bare-foot is the fellow. 

VTith water all his clothing drips; 

He casts the rope where he would fain land 
In haste to drag them from the shtp*s 
Deck forth upon the mainland* 

With streaming hair hd presses near 
Where all the other boats are beating; 

And to those waiting signs — 'tis clear! — 
His one quick nod repeating* 

They shriek the number of his ^hip^ 
He becks and Vieath the billows, flinging 

Him from his racer, seems to dip, 
Then on the crest goes swinging. 
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^Sk^ott gmanjig SBod^en," fptad^ ein Settp, 
^3fi feni mein @atte bort tm Meece.'' 

S)lc SWuttcr nidt — ,,%xa, feben bleib' 
Sd^, Ibid et tt)iebec!e^re«^ 

(^iu t^c^itj^^ern auf bm ^acfcn liigt 
Sem iiitioen Olann fl(^ bid gum Stranbe ; 

©ein :^eib umjil^Ungt i^n jiaudf^eub 
^cln ^Inb tangt auf bcm @anbc, — 

Unb taut, k>or grcube ungcvilot, 

!iDen ^atcr in bie berben ^cute, 
S)er fll^It e0 nii^t, crgfi^It tycrgniigt, 
SDem ^^eber t)on b» Seine 

Die (Sbbe fatit, bad (e^te 9oot 
i^anu tvoft bet (i^ite nid^t nte^c lanben, 

#3a/' jpric^t bad SBeib, fUr * ©tiicf ©rob. 
Unb f ilettem ober fftttttbeu 1^ 



^ ^ fllf ■> eiit fauev. 
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** These twenty weeks," so spake a wife, 
** Far off my spouse has sailed the ocean." 

His mother nods: "I'll cling to life 
Till he's here» ynth devotion.*' 

The owner of the ship at last 

Bears the young man safe to the strand there; 
His wife shrieks out and holds him fast; 

His child skips o'er the sand there. 

He lets it pelt his legs with shells, 

Unchided though behaving badly, 
Nor does he feel it as he tells 
About the rope so gladly. 

The tide recedes, the last crew £ail» 

In spite of haste, at landing. 
•*Yes," speaks the wife ; iiis bread is stale. 

His fate — shipwrecked or stranding I" 
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2)en eaugliiig an bcr ©rufl, fo pcf)t 
Unb ^nrt bott <Sine, f^ctrf uom ffilnie 

Umflattcit. i^ie fie (orgiam brc^t, 
3um ®d)u|} bent f(etnm jlinbel 

a^itleibifl {t)rad) : ir^abt S^r noc^ 
2)cr iUuMcin iiic^r, luic bic|c8 fdionc?" 

^a^el^r?" rief fte {lo{) unb fhedt' futi 4o(^: 
^aKit bem W eilf ©o^uc ! " 

„(gilf (5oI)«c !* XBie cin @i%wl entBoVii 
^av ncibooU mix bad Sort uom SUunbe ; 

^le toQubtcu fid) iiad) jencm %on 
Unb brangten in bic diunbc* 

(Sin ©litjcin in ber 3lufleu @vau, 

f^ntg mtc^ bad SBclb, ba9 ^tnb am ^ctjen: 
^Sie toielc ^abt beun 3%r# me * gvau ?^ 

^oc^mut^ig ttang'S, mic Sti^erscn. 
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Witii babe at breast where winds sweep wild, 

There stands and waits and stares another* 
How turns to shield her little child 

That anxious loving mother t 

^Tray hast thou*' — spake in pity I— 

"More chililicn sweet as this one even?** 
'*More?" called she proud» her head raised high; 
"Of sons I have eleven." 

^Eleven Sonsl" I shrieked the word 

In envy; how it did astound mei 
They turned then who my cry had heard 

And gathered close around mc. 

She asked her eyes were gleaming gray, 
Upon her heart her babe was resting: 

"How many, lady, hast thou pray ? 

It sounded like gay jesting. 

r 
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SBIe titi? ®U Wn mid) an, Scrfauf 
Unb 3Reec Decgeffenb, dbh' unb ^^immel— 

3c^ W^iJieg, Ijob ciiicu ginger auf 
Unb beutete 'gen ^ImrneU 
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How many? Staring they forget the sea 
And trade and tide and ioam-horse even| — 

I raked one finger silently 
And pointed up toward heaven. 
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Beim Spinnen* 



^ 2)cii gtftiicii «ntg anf « ^ain>t flcflcttt, 
2)le rofte SUIT im rotten SDZuub, 
S)cv ^db lo (d)(anf, ble «nift fo runb; 
a^ef4ilnt eUt iie t)on ^innen, 

S)te <unlel i^v im <^fttte( flecft, 
SBie nicbUc^ fu bad ^dubd^cn red t, 

epiiibct tanjt uttb fotmitt iitit picl)t; 
eie ^ocd^t auf'9 93ogeImaietilicb, 
8uf attcr 33dd}icui 3tuuien, 

Setm @|)inttem 

llm iJiupaum bci bem Crunueu flti)t 

2)cr Ic^Iante Curftf), unb ^arrt tinb frS^t, 
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n^HROUGH yonder field there lares a maidy 

A mter-]ar upon her head» 
A piak between her rosy Hpsi 
Her form is lithe, and light she trips j 
She hastes ftway so vinningi 

While spinning; 



Her distaff from her belt depends 
How simply she her hand extend^ 1 

The dancing spindle flics along ; 
She listens to the May-bird's songn 
Or broo^iets gaily dinningi 
Yriiile spinning. 



Beneath the tree the brook runs by 

A tall lad stands and waits to spy; 

8i 
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S)cr ®urt fo breit, ba^ i^aube wcib, 
2)a8 ^ar ifl f^iuarar bad Stttge ^eifi^— 
fBaS tDi):b fie nun beginnen 
Setm epiimoi? 

«^3e^t (auf tnir ni^t Dotbei fo toEI 

$a|l {eiue ^anb, htx ^nig i|l ooU ; 

S>lc Wetfc flc^l' tnlr gucrfl, 

Unb ob S)tt 2)14 au(^ biegfl unb tvel^rfi, 

Si)eu kii^ id) gcmiiuien 
iaeim ^plmmV 

^ie lommt Hon unter'm Saum ^craud, 
Unb ftc^t tnir fo t^etanbert and— 
gott ifl bet Aittberftbetmut^^ 

«uge bUcft DoU tiefec <^lutl), 
3n trottnmerfotnem Ginnen, 
eeim e)>iimmt 
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His chest is broad, his blouse is white^ 
His h»r b black* hif are brightp — 

But what is she beginning 
WhOe spinning? 

^Now pass not by so quick and cof ; 

The jar and ilax your hands employe 
So first I'll steal the pink fwaj* 
Thoi^h in del«ice you stand at bay, 
A kiBs youH find me winning 
While spinning.** 

She comes forth from benea^ the tree^ 

And she appears so changed to me— 
Her childish confidence is dead, 
Her eye is lull of passion, led 
By thoughts and dreams l)qpbniQg 
While spinning. 
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VLfixmaditilkb^ 

Pit ifl (9 tok unjerm ^errgott {afl 
3n oV bent Sfibetgettiebe, 
3c^ ^b' an bem 3cug fo meme ^itjl 
Unb metne I'iebet 

(S^e^eimuigooU 2tt{ammenga;t(^t/ 

SD^it @4raubeu imb ^eilen nnb €>d)Ui\nu 
Gin @toS I ^nn ge^t eg auf eitmtai uH^t, 

Unb n^iU nic^t grciteul 

Unb mii^ood ftnnt man bei Sag unb ^flad|i, 

!S)a ^at etn 5C51^I 'UKig b'van gemacff^ 

Uub ^ttco t)oct>orben! 

S)er U^nnac^er broben l)af d gut geffigt, 
Unb lonbei: ge(d^rattbt unb t^erAteret; 

iReufd)en l^aben nuv, fltUDcrgniigt, 
(Sd i^iad^ ruiniret. 
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THE CLOCKMAKEK'S SONG. 

T SEEM like the Lord iiimseli in the cog8» 

In the wheel, the spring and the lever j 

My heart beats with it as on it jogSt 

And will forever, 

'Tis made by a wondrous process in shops* 

With screws and filing and rasping. 
A shock I — Then on the second it stops. 
The cogs not clasping. 

The careworn maker thinks night and day 

He*8 ready to die of vexation. 
Because some young blockhead accomplished in play 

Its ruination. 

The Clock-man above is a master-hand; 

His work's well fitted and polished; 
But mortals delight to see whafs planned 
At once demolished 1 

8s 
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SHunt bmmt ber iDleifler utib macQt'^ lute^t; 

(Su(^ f^meqt ba9 ^dten nub ^affen ; 
3(r Mteit tmb iammcr^ ba« ffiat fei Mk^t, 

^ei: <^(^lag gum ^affenl 

S)o4 toemt bo9 U^vtoetl gu (Snbe gel^t, 
S)ann rcoUt t^or Sangen Dergagen; 

©awn fdiicbt ben ^eiQcr: ^9lo(^ mc^cl"— gufj>8t: 
(SI \fX cu4 ftw I^UtgCttl 
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Then the maker comes and repairs it again; 

YooVe pained by the filing and fitting; 
The work is miserably done, you complain; 

Yoa hate the hitting. 

When the clock's worn outt as decreed by £ate^ 

You'll hear the dreaded ** Tis time I 
Yott*n push the hands: '*Go onl*' Too late I 
It's got you this timel 
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Der ^arl>enreil>er« 

cx Heine gavbenreibev i^ecmigt fi^, o^ne 

{elner iD^cifler ^ilbeni bie gel^ler f^arf in 

jv^icr alte gacbeu, ^ungel foUfl und ^er« 
finugen 

9lun feller etlioad molen, flatt und critirtren/' 

Uub l^eftig t!)ut bie ^etnmanb ber ^nabe grau t)er« 
fc^micren: 

„(tin Xl)imn im 9Zebct tfl bad, in unbeflimmten 
$o^n et: i^O^ne ^iieu taun f4n)e]:li4 einer 
ir34 tt>ia mit Wtditm S^ctf^enQ nic^t melne Beit 
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THE COLOR-GRIKDEIL 



npHE little color-grinder full wantonly was sneering 

At all his master's picturcsp their errors sharp 
upbraiding. 

''Take these old colorsy youngster; your smartness 
cease parading: 
Do yott yourself paint something, and be not over- 
bearing;' 

The ardent, boy his canvass with gray be^ns a* 

smearing : 

tower that is, but misty, with outlines dim and 
fading/' 

He 8Cof£s: "One must have iron for ploughing and 
for spading; 

1 will not waste my vigor with good-for-nothing gearing.*' 
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ly^ier l^afl S)u gute $infel ttnb gfatben ; bo4 nnn seige 
Bum U^ten SD^at a)eiit Xdnneiu'' — £a loicb bet 

(Sv mall teci fteine epa^n, iw onf bfimm 

S)ie iDloIer fommen {launenb : ^SXk^ ma^t i^m ktintx 
gilr (9oti> koarb'd gUic^ ci^nbeU, fein £!ilmitieni ging 
(S« mxh bcv flcine Sell^ding btr giofie Sc^mbQ^*. 



Digitized by Google 



SOJ^GS OF TOIL, 



91 



^Take these new paiats aad brusbie8» and once for all 

redouble 

Your efforts." Lo» the artist ttow firel is animate: 

He paints three little sparrofVS, in snow, above the 
stttbble. 

The painters are dtunMoiiiideds ^Him none can 

imitate?" 

It brought him gold directly, and banished all his 
trouble: 

That small apprentice lad became Achenbach the 
great 
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3||||er tDoUte nod) teben, 
^ fBmC^ ^xob nl*t mf, 
2)ea £rug nodt ^eben? 
3(n frenfft nt^t mcl)rl 

2)a9 Sleii4» tx>ar fabe, 

jlcUi ilScin trdr' |u6# 

®ott fllebf« feitt geuer 
^ctn Dfen ui^t, 

2)a fatic' ic^ trciier 
3ttt {d»lii^l, 

(Sd ftei^t bo4 !IdgU4 

9^ 



THE BAKER'S SONG. 
[ 7H0'D live on with pleasure 



That had no bread? 
Or drain his measure? 
His joy'd be dead I 

There'd be no savor 

In meat or wine; 
Vd scorn the flavor 

Of things divine. 

No fire's up yonder, 
No oven for dough, 

So quick I'd wander 
To hell below. 

And daily I'd fetch it — 
My batch of bread — 
My outlook how wretched 

la Heaven instead I 
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Uts^ \fi^3^ eitte Atone 
Unt» <^cet)tec 

2)atioti, atteitt; 

{oil eiii Sltibre); 
9i(t jtbtiig ietit I 

Bie buftet'd cben— 
SBangcn rot^l 
i6rob foa lebnit 
!S)ad Uebe ^cobl 



SONGS OF 2VIL. 
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Were crown to me given, 
And soepter beside. 

Were a throne mine, even. 
And bread denied, 

I'd flee» ever strajing 

Afar, alone. 
Another here swaying 

Upon my throne. 

The sweet smell of theel 

Thy cheeks how redl 
O Bread, I love theet 
So, long live Bread I 
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S)eii ©aiif ^ermi0, 

^o(^ meiit @q(^aft id^ betreibe 
SRit Kab0e(vau9* 

S)o(4 foUen in ©tunncdeile 

2)'rait foEtn fte f^tDcben unb ^anoen, 

i^ont Tim hthxo^t; 
Wtan fotten fie beten unb bangcn, 
3n Xobednot^* 

j£)oxt Wevbeii fte Iad}eu uub pfetfen 

ICem Ocean, 

S)a hunger jd^rccieu mid) grcifm— 

jJR'u^ armen iDZaunI 

96 



Digitized by Google 



THE ROPE-MAKER'S SONG. 

T LIKE the spiders a spinningt 

> My hemp play out ; 
But I work with the dinning 

Of wheels about. 

My cords, like webs toward Heaven^ 
Shall stand sublime; 

Yet there in tempests even 
Shall sailors cUrnb. 

And there they'll hover and quiver. 

Nor mind the roar; 
And there they'll pray and shiver 

By death's cold shore. 

The/11 laugh and scoff at the booming 

Made by the sea» 

The dread of hunger consuming 

Poor wretched me I 
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igttig blc ^ti\t, 
5S>t^ boc^t 
dimmer gu raften, 

Ultten ^ttt tret' ic^, 

%ie barfft 2)tt matt feln, 
bailil jaU fein— 
©e^ bo^I 
XBa« I9iv att4 io(j|eig 

©alb njirb'S gcrbioc^eii— 

S)re4 bod^ I 

XrUitett U)irb'd uimmer, 

Snriien ttur Winmtc^ 

bo4l 
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THE POTTER^S SONG. 
Q OUND thou art wendingt 



^ Nerer an ending 1 
Twirl on 1 
No time wasting, 
Ever hasting. 

Whirl on! 
Under treading. 
Over kneading — 

Twirl on 1 
Never dare weary, ' 
Always be cheery. 

Whirl ont 
Though we may make it. 
Some one will break it — 

Twirl on ! 
Though it drinks never, 
Thirsteth it ever— 
Whirl on! 
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2)14 ioU jlc ?d^ncllp 
Xrageti int OucDc— 

SDir toon SD'hinb nlppen 
SBiUige Sippeit— 
<^e^ bo(i)l 
^9 man btc Jhrfifie 

2)rc^ bod) I 
iO^ottt i^r ben ^attfcn 

^in^etn t)crtau[enl 
boi!^I 

SDUe tilt tin ^uB^eti, 
2)i-ci far bte giigdieu - 

S^e^ bofi^l 
Uub fur bie SDicfeii 
aiilfit lie crflideii 1 
bo4t 



SOiVGS OF TOIL. 
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Thee shall she carry 
Springward, and tarry-* 

Twirl on ! 
lipping with kisses 
Waure such as this ia-^ 

Whirl on I 
Till we just take it» 
Jealous, and break it. 

Twirl on I 
Gladly we'd sell her 
All and then tell her — 

Whirl on I 
This for a kiss» now» 
Those thrfee for this, now» 

Twirl on! 
And for this other 
Most she just smother— 

Whirl on! 
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cuebig trauuU. Xic Wlaxtiitfixd^t bveitet 
!S)te Qolb'iie 2)5mm*tttng fiber (BttiiberfdiStsc; 
^Id oh cr ftc^ an fooiel ^c^ou^eit U% 
@tic^It fic^ ein @onneujlral}I l]cxab unb gleitet 

SDort (E^rifll $autit entlaitg, unb bebl unb fc^reitet 
^tn, ob bcm Sdohtn, in bie alten $la^, 
Sa« C^orflu^I^oIj bergolbenb, Vtein ftc^ fef^ 

2>er 3eiten S^aiefldt, t>on &ott geUitet 

Uub qU' bie $ra(^t lommt and ber fd^maleit Jlammet:^ 

^arefn ein 9Renf(^ ber farb'gen ^))!ttter (Slleigen 
il]^ul)(am gufammenlegt mit kQii^'gec Slammer, 

S)er griiue ^c^irm bedt unterm $aar, bem loeigen, 
Xtv ^ngen fc^mlnbenb Sf<!^t ffia^ t^nt bet Satmner? 
S^ad SBcii ijl emig — C^ott ^at'd gut ge^eigenl 
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MOSAIC. 



H£ island city sleeps. The twilight rideth 



Gold-shod above Saa Marco's treasure-plunder; 
As if it would enjoy this golden wonder, 
A sunbeam stealeth in and softly glideth 

Along Christ's head and trembleth there and strideth 
To earth where columns cut the light asunder; 
It gUdeth, sent of God» the choir, where, under 

The dome, the glory of the ages bideth. 

High in an attic room this decoration 

In splendor wakens, where a man, deft-handed. 
Sets tiny bits of bright illumination — 

To shield his fading sight, his white locks banded 
With a green shade. — What profits lamentation? 

The work's etenial — God hath so commanded I 
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Sen 2JiuuX) ttoU Siaflel 
mt fmgt matt ba? 
3n @toff Decfirabeu 

$alb na^ bcc S)e<!ef 

ei« reic^t bet Ztppid^ 
^cxxMt ill iie^iu 

2)en {gotten SHimeiti 

(^0 rcif uub ^art, 

iRur {letf uub l^art 

Unb tief DerMunen 

!S)ec @4eibe Si^t, 
Tlan aetgt feiit KitttM} 
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THE UPHOLSTERER. 

(A Mtttttting Chonis.) 

VI r UO could, his mout^ full 

Q£ tac s, still siag? 
Thus deep in drapery 
A bell couldn't ring I 

It almost reaches; 

Come, kneely my lad 
And stretch the carpet; 

Now tug like mad I 

Fastidious ladies 

Declare the stuff 
On this fine cushion 

Too stiff and rough. 

These window-hangings 
Come down so far 

They let no passer 
See who you are. 

ro5 
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tUft Sfft nod) toKes 

%>tn iBctttel loeit 

!Dat B^ia bet 3al|r, 
SDad gUbt mil ^leiDer 
Ser lleinea ^(!^aar. 

Unb mix SffKt taffit 

etab esnr in edfaUn 
giU; 9iei4 uub Waal 
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Were you still wilder 

With vanity, 
'T would fill the pockets 

Of snch as we. 

If asked to refurbish 
The wear of years, 
It gives me clothes for 

My little dears. 

Because youVe resting 

At ease, secure. 
Wo have school-benches 

For rich and poor. 
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a Jc^t mix mt bit i!cutc an — 
5Sie unbanfbarl 
S>er diembranbt toax cin hxam Viaxm, 
ifl tuo^l tua^rl 

S)ev ^uben« mar ia au^ nl^t faut— 

Uub SBoumeiTiouu ^at tnoniitra (Soul 
9tc4t Brat) Qcma^t I 

@au^ {aiiber ^at SDliivillo ia 
Unb Stcufd) o^matt; 

tocm man MalaxVi& 4>ieilc ja^ — 
Slcdjt {c^Ie^t besa^It! — 

2)o4 fagt; Bo bUeb eu(t bcr (^ft^U? 

Sdi mcitt ben ^c^arm! 

S)tt ifl im fta^men b'rin ))(rfledt^ 

3m @olbtou iDaruu 
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THE GILDER. 

TUST look now at the public once — 
A thankless crewl 
That Kembrandt was no simple dunce. 
Indeed is true. 

And Rubens painted far from ill — 

For that dull age I 
And Wottwermann's fine horses still 

Are quite tiie rage, 

Morillo painted soberly 
And Reusch as well; 

But if you Makart's prices see—' 
How poor they sell f — 

You say: Wherein lies your effect? 

The charm alone 

Is in the frame with which it's decked^ 

Its warm gold tone. 
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2)ie gauaeii 2J2aIer finb crjl 'lua^, 

8in 14 babel 1 
S)em ^a|)^aei ginget, o^ue ^^ag, 

Sin ®oIb 0ebrid)t'6: 
eiub alU 
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If aught of any painter 'a heardt 

LO| there am II 
You'd pass — tkb b no idle word^ 

The Raphaels by. 

Unless they were set off by me 

In frames like these ; 
The greatest artists else would be 

Nonentities I 



^immermaler. 

U mm fie mix angeoad^fett to&ff 

@o mnhV 14 mit niciuer Setter ein^ec, 
Unb {Inge! 



Uub mar ^uc^ rcid)e garben ^inein, 
SJ^it fatten ^djattm wnb ©olbton fciit, 
Unb {tngcl 

2)a0 flicgt mir ^ttes jo au§ bcr $aub, 

iBeim ^ingenl 

S)a8 niirb oanj fuufllerifc^ feln geflimmt, 
$lcr etmad laUec, bag bort e9 glimmt, 
33eim @lngcnl 

S)te $raftif4en l^aben gefc^iin)»fl^ gelac^t, 
©efeubt, tag in^m inS Scbcn gebrat^t — 
SDntnv ftng i4 ! 
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THE PAINTER. 



A S though to my back it had chanced to grow, 

^* I carry my ladder wherever I go, 

And sing I 

I paint for you colors as rich as made» 
With a fine gold tone and just the right shade, 

And sing! 

With a twist of the wrist I accomplisli it all — 
A wainscoting or an Alhambra wall — 

While singing 1 

rrwill be well toned and artistic, you know, 
Here a little bit cold, so that there it may glow 



The Old School has scoffed and sighed at the thought 

That luxury into life has been brought 




While I singl 



I sing! 
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8ict fa^Ie ZBfinbe unb b'dit etn ?o(!^ 
3{i att4 eitt Bimmec ttnb einfodft bo4 

3um ^rummeitl 
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Four naked walls with a hole for a door 

Make a room, *tis true; and simplet what*a more — 

For growling I 
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Der Canbbmftragcr. 

^ t^aut 2)ct 8d}uce ballt brauti ftd^ auf ®rabeii| 

gelb imb fBrgen^ 
C^d ttieft bU ilBogelbeere, ber 8c^(amm i|l tief uub 

2)ie SSoIkn ^angen Meieni, bet ^benb^eiit b(eii^, 

(Sd gldn^t it)ie ^ac^csbette bas Sic^t auf aQen ^tcgcu. 

Unb einfam auf hts @trafie papft bort ciit tnfitfom 
Xegen, 

6d ^iu!t ber ^ote frierenb, bie £a{(^e fc^eint uic^t 
tel4- 

Giu armer ^rief an Vmt, oertrumpcU, alt — Qann 

(£r mng an'd ^iel, S)e( Sote ^ittlt milb' bem S)orf 

cntflcgciu 

* 

(St )w4t. 2)a 5ffnct (djiit^tetn fin Stflttet^en: „3m 
itUn 
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THE COUNTRY LETTER-CARRIER. 



1 T thaws. On field and roadway the packing drifts 
have faded; 

The service-berry drips and the slush is deep and 
stale ; 

The clouds hang low and leaden ; the evening glow 

is pale; 

The paths gleam like a brooklet whose bed is all 
unshaded. 

Along the highway trudges a messenger; unaided 
He limps and halts and shivers; his bag holds 
little mail — 

A single wretched letter all crumpled, old, and frail — 
He must push on; the village he nears now, lame 
and jaded. 

He knocks. A timid woman admits him; ''Tilinowr 
never 
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@4reibt £eittev mir? D ^tmmell SXeiit ^olfinl 
Gr tommtt Une ifl ge^olfetil^ Sie aUea ^Snbe 

iDill tlou meiuem ^eic^t^um SDtiuai ^lut^eit 
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Had I a letter I Heavens I My boy I Quick, give 
it herel 

He*s coming Y Now we're happy t " Her aged muscles 
quiver — 

''God sent you liere. Be seated and warm your- 
self: Come near; 
A share of my possessions are yours to keep forever.** 

The postman limps no longer^ warmed by the 
woman's cheer. 
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Der Sanbtrager 



aubl @anb! <»anb! ©anb! 
34 bin fo nifib% Sent I 
{»at Reiner @anb gcflrcut 
®ett ganjfn, Imtgcn, fatten Sag, 
2)a froflsitternb ic^ flanb 
Unb Safteu tragM 

®anbl <SaubI ^anb! 0onbt 
(5« ftnb nod^ funf gu i&an«; 
2)ie aJhttter bit f^afit b rand; 
!2)onn iveiueu fic, bie !lcincu ^inb', 
Seil fie nU4 an^efanbt, 
Unb l)uugria fuib. 

@anb! <Sanbl ^anbl ^aub! 
^oTt liegt ba« 8rob gn ^anf ! 
S)a6 nut eincd lanf. 




THE SAND-CARRIER. 
AND I Sand I Sand I Sand! 



^ Good Sirs, I*m almost dead» 
For no one sand has spread 

The live-long day, so cold and drear 
That 'neath my load I stand 
And shiver here. 

Sand! Sand I Sand! Sandt 
Five more at home there are. 
While Mother toils afar. 
The little ones» wiio let mc go 
With naught to eat at hand. 
Are weeping so! 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 
There bread in heaps doth He; 
That I one loaf may boy 
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€0 tiimmt 3l^r Seut^ ben @atib mte ai, 
JIBeit i4 fo koeit gerannt 

Unb hunger ^ab I 

eanbl @anbl @aubl ©atibl 
!2)er ^benb bridjt Ijcrcin; 
9hm frtett e0 ©tein unb Stin; 
2)0(14 ^eim i4 nimmer ge^en fann, 
€ie (onen rnibertoanbt 
Unb fi^att'n tnidft an ! 

€anbt ®anb! @anb! 6(inbl 

2)Qd ^(eine jian(^}t unb lac^t: 

.SBaS ^|a}l %\x mltgcbrac^t?* 

S)ie jDhtttet toeint unb fagt lelii SBort, 

8m falten ^eerbedraiib — 

S)(imt MIei4' 14 fort. 

<^aubl @anbl ^aub! ^aubl 
S)!e 2:^rane friect an (Si9, 
34 ntf no4 ga^ji (eU', 



SOITGS OF TOIL. m 

Do take my sand* so kind you are. 
For I'm so hungry and 
I've trudged so far. 

Sand I Sand! Sand! Sand! 

The daylight now has ilown, 
Now freezes stone and bone; 
But home poor I can never flee; 

For those there still do stand 
And gaxe at me. 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 
My child shouts out with joy: 
**What have you brought your boy?** 
His mother weeps — she cannot say — * 
At the cold hearth<stone and — 
I steal away ! 

Sand! Sand! Sand! Sand! 
My tears freeae like the snowi 
My call is now quite low. 
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SDie ^iifcv lodett ^ett uiib loarm, 

offnet fetne $anb — 
S)ort mtnft eitt %xm I 
@anb! ^aub! @anbl ^attbl 



SONGS OF TOIL, las 

The houses gleam with welcome warm^ 

But opens no kind hand — 
There waves an arm! 

Sand I Sand! Sand! Sand! 
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Die Sc^eueirfrau. 

enn'd nitr nit^t (E^riftabenb toax\ 
Unb gav fo Diel 2\d^ttv, 
Hub aU! bie £i{4e fo {corner, 
So frol^ bie (Setter. 

Uiib loiltben nti^t melnen 
Unb Dertangteit nic^t {o ^inau9 
!Cie ^ungentben A(einen, 

Unb il)i*e i&^dugUiu (o i^mai, 
5Die ^eut' 9lid)td aum (Sffen 
SQ^enn bie mv a^nten bie OuqI 

2)ic ^eut' mid) oeigcf|cn! 

S)oc^ i(^ lomme gu (eife herein, 

Unb tyerbrottd^ bei ^S>Smmtx\<^|tin 
S)ic fc^n^aibenben AtSfte. 
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THE CHARWOMAN. 



IF only 'twere not Chrislaias Eve, 
^ Nor bright other places. 
Nor loaded the boards I perceive, 
Nor happy the £aces» 

And not so wretched at home. 

And none of this whining 
And begging for bread when I come 

By little cheeks pining 

To^y for hunger again, 
To deeply depress met 
If they, who forget now my pain, 

Could see it distress me! 

Too listlessly come I and go; 

All dirty I never 
Must faint in the twilight glow 

But toil on forever. 

1S7 
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Wx finb bie @e4fe f^mer, 

!^ie bleit^en ©cfid^tcrl 

Unb aHe bU Suites i 
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Six children I have to relieve — 
How blanched are their faces! 

If only 'twere not Christmas £ve> 
Nor bright other places I 
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Der Btafet« 



it mettiem ^aitd) in rot^e @(nt^, 

! 

Unb m9 Sfnt fttUt mtb Itngenb leevt ; 

^at mix bad iSebendmar! Derse^rt: 

feft' uoc (gud^ ail ben iDtunb 

Hub jdjiuuifl' ciS l)cd) im ^rei[c uinh — ^ 

Uiib mad meiti Ulster $auc^ gemac^t, 
3Ijr f(^(agf9 entgtoet unb fmgt unb lac^t^ 
©ladi ©ladl 

Hub bci bcr tuciijcu glammeu 0i^ein 
S)enf Ul^ ber tUtnen ^inber mein — 
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TH£ GLASS-BLOWER. 

T BREATHE into the red-hot heat; 

My eye and hand its fury meet 
Blow! Blowl 

The glass you fill and singing drain 

Has sapped my life and might amain — 
Glass! Glass! 

I'm &rst to put my lips to it there 
And swing it drcling high in bIt — 
Blowl Blowl 

My last breath makes the very thing 
You break in two^ then laugh and sing — 
Glass! Glass! 

Now softly by the white-hot flame 

I call my children each by name — 

Blow! Blowl 
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m am folt, Mh i4 bort, 
SRoit fegt tni4 vxit ben @4erben fort — 
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The fire grows cold; 111 die» no doubt; 
With broken glass they'll sweep me out — 
Glassl Glass I 
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Tim IPeMtu^L 

Mflt^eigen $emb unb rotl^m Vtodt, 
^ 3m <&4Uier, bee ^uc (^cbe niebecfitegt, 

2>ie Heine ^anb |o fefl am langen @tocte, 

SSebt ©pinagekoeb aud eignec <^eibenflo(!e 

jDie jd)bue 53dueriu. ^ic Iddjcit, ^Uj]t 
(Sin f(j^(ntif4 8ii(!en ouf i^i; Sttab, bad fc^Ueit 
)l^eii(^dmt bie ^im))er, uuter bunller i'ode* 

Huh iibcrmut^ig Irfjaut bev !53urfci^ ^creiit: 

^W^, ba9 mirb far meine Srant bet ^ttiMtxl^ 
etitt beutt bie mmitx an m ^aiM giei'u, 

^oi: fuuf,^el)ii 3al)vciil an btu ^ci^en^fdjvciu 

^odftt iuii bad 9^euniel bie alte Seierl 

34 taufe uo(4! 'S^a &ul\it i)or bie gieiec!'' 
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THE WEAVER. 



TN scarlet gown and blouse like lily-flower > 

And flowing veil, a peasant woman tends 
The shuttle^ darting like a mouse. She lends 
To the long beam her little hand's lull power 

1 o spin a web from silken floss. One dower 
She has — her beauty. How she laughs and sends 
A roguish twinkle to her child, that bends 

At every glance its shame-faced head the lower! 

Her forward boy looks in, exclaiming low: 

''Aha, my bride sliall wear that long veil of hersl" 
The mother muses on her husband's vow 

Just fifteen years ago: ^The ninth child now^ 

The old, old tale t — beneath my heart's shrine hovers. 
Ill diristen more. — The devil take the lovers!" 
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Z)tamantenf4fleifesr« 

4oit toi§ig SMfc an einoit Xab 

3n mti \cnV ic^ htn @t€in, 
er bie fdn^ Jtontm 
Unb geuergUit^ bareitu 

2)ad i^euer oud bem (^benfd^Iunb, 

2)09 iteinet na4(|niia4t; 
Sad geuer, ba9 im ^ugeugrunb, 
. Kitt iW imb etttfac^t 

2)ad bUt^t mic^ {o ge^eimnigboU 

Unb fo t)erlo(fenb an, 
fBo» IvS^iUA avs bcr Zkit quoQ; 

34 btn ber 

2)it(4 t^ctt ^nb bie Aoifeviii 

flra^tmb ttv^ getc^mOdt — 

%ttg Kttg unb @tattb gebtfictt 
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THE DIAMOND-POLISHER. 



HESE lUrty years upon a wheel 



* I sink the stone in lead. 
Till finest cuts at UMt lereal 
The deep fire's golden-red I 

Those flames from out the earth's abyss 

No one can imitate; 
The flamesy that beauty's eyelids kiss. 

Axe fumed hy lore or hate^ 

Mysteriously on me, who hang 
Spell-bound| its colors shine i 

For layless from the earth it apnmgi 
The magic art is mine 

Through which the mistresses of thrones 

Are daszlingly arrayed — 
But, noble dames, the purest stones 

Of soot and dust are made I 
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ir trfiumte, bag ble (Sttgcl 

3tt meine tleiue ^erl|latt — 
Sor iSlM ^ab' id^ gebebtl 

@le na^men bie ®et0eit atte 
Segannm ein ZxmnlUxtn 

S^tin f^toon e9 bi9 gum 8raufeit, 
^ut 3ubelf9tnt)^onie, 

Unb jc^Iudj^^te ^ilageu ba^iuii'djen — 
^0 tteineti SRenf c^rn sic t 

69 mx ber <^))]^acm :^au(^2ett, 

& mx ber fBetten 9eib; 

Uub lac^elnb it^ietten bie ((^ugel 

Sit; ^iiubei iui eUaljicuflcib. 
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THE VIOLIN-MAKER. 



T DREAMED a chorus of angds 

Camo down one night to me 
Within my little workshop — * 

I trembled with ecstasy I 

They took the violins to them» 

As children the flowers they iind; 
They began an aeolian quaver 
As soft as the sound of the wind. 

And then to a sympliony swelling, 
To a burst of joy did it grow; 

But between I heard a sobbing — 
Ah, never do men weep sol 

The spheres were singing with triumpht 

The worlds were sobbing with woe; 

The angels were laughing and playing 

Like children with raiment aglow. 
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SRi\\\ foUt 31)1.' mic]^ bettcii uub legcn; 
Wit loitb bet ^arg nidlt Mtoet; 
tantt bie (Setgen ni^t ]^5rm 
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Come^ take me now to the graveyard ; 
No longer the coffin I fear; 

The violin-playing ui mortals 
I never again can hear I 
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Stctnfc^netber. 



ic {dgeu, {ageti, fagen ^ui unb ^et^ 
Xaqan^, tagein, ia^rein^ fa^raud^ 
3n ^onnenbvanb tittb ^tuntiBebtaitd^ 

Unb langlam flcigt bad ®otte@^aus -* 

SBir fftgen, ffigen, ffigen ^er iinb Qiit« 

!S)ie 8onne pic^t, bad Saf[et jii^t, 
2>et ^[iigett ih»ft in €$tattb erlifd^t^ 
Unb imfet 92am' in ^taub tteckDijc^t — 
^cin ^uljvx unb fclti Getoiiml 

93tv {Sgen, fSgen, f Sgen tntmet no(4 1 
S)u Ucbec (^oit im ^inimclblan, 
€Jlc^p ieben ©tcln S)u njo^I gcnau, 
2)ie atmcn Sent' an Skinm fdcoi, 

S)le S^Umanb ai^tet boc^ ? 
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THE STONE-CUTTER. 



£ hammery hammery hammer on and on^ 



Day-outy day-in, throughout the year, 
In blazing heat and tempests drear; 
God's house we slowly heavenward rear — 

We*}l never see it done I 

We hammer, hammer, hammer, might and main^ 
The sun torments, the rain-drops prick. 
Our eyes grow blind witli dust so thick; 
Our name in dust, too, fadeth quick — 

No glory and no gaial 

We hammer, hammer, hammer ever on. 
O blessed God on Heaven's throne, 
Dost thou take care of every stone 

And leave* the tuiling pour alone. 

Whom no one looks upon? 
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